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THE OTHER FACE I AM KNOWN BY 


There are times you really don’t know 

what you mean, thoughts flow inside or somewhere 
near 

the spatial configuration that your breathing 
animates or, putting it rather quaintly perhaps, 
inspires. You must have noticed sometimes 
walking through the grounds here, 

how the mausoleum, despite its ornaments 

and wrought iron spiky gate, will seem to float 
almost entirely free of contact with the earth, 

and bathed in a blue gray moonlight 

look like a structure of cigar ash or pumice stone. 
And surely you remember how it was when we 
were children. 

We would play hide and seek, and everyone would 
hide, 

but there was always one who had to wait 

with his face pressed into hands or forearm -- 
sometimes you’d press your eyes so tight 

you’d see these lemon slices floating in a seething 
black 

(it must have been a habit from those air raid drills 
when you’d survive the nuclear attack by piling 
coats up 

on your neck, pressing your eyes so tight 


against your forearm -- they say that soldiers 
witnessing -- is that the word? -- the Bikini atoll 
blast 

saw their own forearm bones as though x-rayed) 
and so he’d stand there with his eyes shut tight 
feeling his forearm slightly damp with sweat, 
although it was beginning to get cool -- 

the purple evening coming sooner and sooner in, 
ears beginning to sting with actual cold 

as night approached, blood beating in his temples, 
cheeks all flushed. As though 

he had been nailed to the spot, 

he had to stand there, still, while everyone else 
departed, calling to each other through the twilight 
across fences and garden hedges and the low hills 
of empty fields where the sun was almost set, 

and down among the cemetery plots 

some one or two would always crouch down low 
among the large gravestones. Then it would get 
quiet. 

Were they really gone? Is there, at times, 

a resonance in being? I hear the bell at mid-night: 
once, and then no more. The silence rings out, 
though, long afterward, concentric circles 

like the ripples on a pond, outward and outward 
crossing surfaces of silence, the bell re-echoes its 
past moment, 

which falls away far into the remoteness of lost 
time; 

its future, now its present, (quickly becoming past) 
ringing silently (because now past), its present, then 
its future, 

silent yet sounding clear. The virtual is real 
insofar as it is virtual. Those who are gone are 
really here, 

those who are here, are not. Do you remember 


when we walked out, silent, in the summer night? 
You walked into the river with your dress still on. 
The water was so warm you said, 

I watched it clinging to your form, your white dress 
like a cloak of beige concrete you had been 
breaking free of 

for some seconds as you waded back 

then shed it on the grass. It lay there, a dark collar 
you had bent and sprung away from, 

tossing long hair back like a cat-o-nine tails; 

your breast were flattened in your arch, 

your hips wide as your legs set wide apart, 

your skin was copper in the moonlight. 

I knew you had become my mother then, 

though in another sense. I knew 

that I was someone else for you, not someone else 
perhaps, 

not simple and not many, rather singular, 

and in my singularity you sought some access to the 
past 

and to the future both, attempting to slow 

the passage of your life. It had been going both too 
fast 

and also sluggishly, we knew this as the field 
between us 

changed into your bedroom. Then you cut me, 

I began to bleed, you spread my blood across your 
stomach, 

took ashes from your ashtray and made insignia -- 
secret, dark, and beautiful -- across my forehead. 
These were our days of freedom, such as would 
never come again. 

How I adored you, O my precious queen. 

In the white days which have befallen me 

how I have searched my entrails like a spider 
through its web, 


night falling on my dark designs, yet they 

were the things you gave me. How I adored you 
utterly, 

how dead I now must be never to live again, 
never again to feel the moth wings of your skin, 
moonlight of your whispering face above my own, 
delicate softness of your hair, its tickling points, 
its falling shadow lace; and now I realize 

how precious was the time, brief time we had. 
Things would have not continued long, of course; 
we know this now, and yet one never knows, 

for knowing is the afterward of life, the objects 
littered in the drawer, the photographs you may 
have kept, 

and yet you don’t know where they are right off. 
Passages of fear show me my face again 

and show me yours as well, but this time in the 
water, 

in the dark and dim and vague. Night had come 
toward us, 

breathing, holy night, we circled drawn inward 
toward the meeting point, the vortex of enigma, 
and yet shared, perhaps a word that touches -- you 
feel it just before, 

perhaps a touch which yet is somehow speech -- 

a delicate, a superficial thing, and deep -- 

and then you know: you launch your life 

beyond the confines of the earth, it cannot hold you, 
cannot possibly, it cannot be the limit of your fate, 
you are not this, you are not really here but 
elsewhere, 

always elsewhere and always somehow otherwise, 
otherwise than being, how beautiful your death is 
then, 

not merely death but always yours alone, 

how beautiful too the brevity of life -- 


the scent of summer night so strong, remember 
how hot the summer was? the throbbing silence 

of the multiplying spaces, radiant fertile darkness 
full of infinite perfume, 

we lay there in your bed, your hair dark over me, 
how passionate the agonized intense embrace, 
ecstatic communion sharing only darkness -- 
nothing -- 

laughter in our kisses hidden in the open meeting 
of two mouths, sealing us together, shuddering us 
apart, 

delirious hilarity wanting to be silent, spilled aloud, 
yet trying to be hidden, seeking its own privacy 
far in the depths of each other, far in the extremity: 
I hear it still somehow, I feel it still. 

I still must have you with me, 

yet how long ago... the echoes follow me, 
shadows close me in. Where did it go? 

The cool night air comes through the open window. 
I'm lying here, my light's not out yet. 

What am I doing now? I think. Then even that 
thought leaves me... 

stretched lengthwise, leaning on one elbow. 

A gnat the size of a period crawls across the burning 
white page 

then flies up in a tiny manic spiral. And I turn out 
the light. 

There is a contestation in non-professionalized 
expression, in whatever medium it occurs. By this 
means 

creativity destroys and then renews itself; in 
visceral 

similarity there is revulsion; in our being-with, 
contagion; by contagion and infection 

we distort each other, by gesture and by 
compulsion, 


by our speech and by our silences, by expression, 
dress, behavior. Violation and violation 

without end, without beginning, without hope. 

So then the doctor in Havana gets this call, all right, 
You know in Cuba they’ve got these casinos 

you wouldn’t believe these girls oh yeah oh fuck 
man 

jeezus really I am not kidding I didn’t even see him 
there 

and then we’re like I am not joking you did not I did 
you did not I did on the pool table I couldn’t help it 
this guy is like all over me all right so then and this 
chick is like 

yeah you know yeah I saw her before she was like 
with 

but what I fundamentally do not understand Miriam 
and they asked him would he see this patient a 
woman 

who’d been subject to You know they don’t do it to 
them down there 

do what don’t play dumb no really what cut them 
Jennifer 

god you are you’re kidding haven’t you ever seen 
one like that 

in Europe they don’t either really yes really 

do you like it better it was like this guy was fucking 
in my face 

and I I don’t know I just her mouth had been subject 
to procedures 

we'd never seen a case like this mutilations yes 

but this was something else her mouth 

this says he comes in here and asks for another 
week 

that fucking guy comes in here this says he does 
you think I’m kidding this says he does look man 


no see you look had been not sewn up but as it were 
erased 

she had no mouth her face no longer a human face 
surgically modified only a small hole had been left 
for liquids to pass through when is a human being 
no longer so, 

no longer human? How is that judgment made? 

So I said Tom you know these rates are unstable 
You know this downtown area -- he stops me 

in the middle, I haven’t even finished, the 
downtown 

is going to be transformed it’s going to 

undergo an absolute I don’t know what, and so 

I told him I said and these were my exact words 

to him, I said, George what have you paid 

these people for they’re both very large projects 

I saw the floor plans the architects Sandy knows 
one of them 

two of them nice guys one’s a woman in fact 

I think they’re a couple nice people interesting 
very smart very bright very sharp I said Tom wake 
up 

Memory requires many voices, it calls forth many 
voices, 

or, rather, calls forth braids and streams of voices 
and then, as though unhappy with just that, 

takes to itself the clothing too of images, 

until we think that it is these images. 

And yet they are remembered still, 

they have their power only because they speak, 
albeit silently, in another dimension, another time, 
another way, the way of elsewhere, yes pure 
elsewhere. 

Do you hear me as I speak? even as I speak? even I, 
even now? 

even speaking? Do you hear, following the path 


of elsewhere, following to the edges of the room, 
and then around the floor five times on your hands 
and knees. The bed was there, but it was no longer 
on fire, 

and so they picked it up and placed it outside, 
using first one window then the other one, 

another necessity, an invisible one, 

a current linking them, the invisible stream, 

the present, opening itself to gagging, vomiting the 
future 

as a cat a hairball, flows through and past itself, 
re-establishes itself but only to deny itself again. 
The sand pours through the sieve, like waves 
striking the beach, 

they all get through, flow through the barrier of 
time, the permeable -- 

the margin of the beach, light-drenched, 

darkened with the radiance of sea-foam, sea light 
and the sound of water, filling the drowned ear, 
the sabers of the noon beat through the water and 
become 

the harp strings of illuminated depths, 

green depths and blue, then deeper purple, 

cold with a stony coolness, mushroom white your 
fingers in the dark. 

Do you recall that wonderful afternoon 

we ran into the waves? the hydra of the water 

we chopped at with our empty hands, 

shouting our names into the empty sun, 

calling aloud into the crowded privacy of children’s 
games. 

It was just you and I, the others didn’t count, 

had no idea of the monsters we were slaying 

in the uproar of our bodies. Time was the burning 
glory 

deep within us, hotter than the sun. 


Do you remember the brightness of the sand, 

the searing joy of wave on wave 

scouring, embracing us, foam splash 

like fragments of bright glass, the water a hot oil 
dissolving us to weightless wobbly 

things -- our feet reaching for the ribs of sand, 
toe tips just barely finding them, cooler water 
feeling around our levitated ankles -- and then 
retreat into the shallows, where our legs 

came back in lumbering deliberate weight we 
carried 

half way to the beach, quite self-important, 
return of the Argonauts or something, 

the sand so soft, dissolving in between our toes, 
the water foaming, eddying around us 

in soft chains dispersing between our wavering 
thoughtful arms, and then we swept more water at 
each other? 

And yet an image is a fixed thing, floating 

in the darkness of the mind, the marker 

of invisible movement, like highway signs 

that blare up toward your megaphone of light 

as you shout ahead into the darkness 

of the streaming night, still for that moment 

in the river sucking past your skin of folded metal, 
your slowly leaking boat shaken by dim 
vibratory portents, as you surge ahead and back 
into the future of the past, imperfect knowledge 
beckoning in little candied lights, 

the sugary-glossy green and yellow green, 

the funnel of enigmas chinked with shards 

of mica, the beckoning firestones. How weightless, 
motionless the sign is in that pressurized 
moment, as you fall into the hourglass of night, 
eaten by the grains of sand-light spewing up 
through the vanishing point somewhere 


at the center of the windshield. 

There is a hidden story, after all, 

but who can penetrate its surfaces? 

Memory requires many voices to defeat its images. 
The powers of the false. Times when a glance 
combines so strangely with another’s 

and the two are both affected 

by the presence of a third, disinterested observers 
watching both of you, the things around irrelevant 
yet still the truth somehow -- two people 
encountering each other for the first time 

in a while, quite unexpectedly, 

the very intimacy of their encounter, 

and its publicness, and yet surely 

neither would have chosen it this way -- 

at this particular spot, this place, this time -- 

and so the clearly accidental 

could only have the tension that it does 

were it not the external cover and mute witness 

of a past and deeper intimacy. How clear it all must 
be 

to that third party. Yet it isn’t to the two involved, 
who must be strangers to each other, surely. 

Yes, they were only pretending to be the faces 
that their names had masked, it was 

another time, another elsewhere, there 

where the moon touched down a blood-stained print 
just inside the window -- that was where 

they each thought to have known the other from. 
It really wasn’t earthlight that they peered 

into each other’s faces by, but rather the 
appointment 

of dark matter with this other side, 

the here that we assume is simply here 

being in reality -- although that’s not the word -- 
a shadow realm where voices cross and gather, 


fade and then come ringing back 

quite inexplicably. How can you gather in the rain 
that falls just past your window? These are 

the numbered days, the mortgaged time. 

GO OFF WITH NOTHING TOUCHING YOU 
EXCEPT THE WIND carrying firewood 

to the market in the morning, bringing wine back at 
dusk. 

Where can my home be? Only there 

in the green woods through the clouds. 

There where the field’s path breaks off 

amid the surge of brown, dry grass, 

where wind is raking at the ember dust of summer 
in the roadside fields -- hacked stubble of the corn 
quite dim and gray, the burnt alfalfa -- and the 
moon just come, 

dust pale fingerprint in the hyacinth blue sky -- 
there in the counted hour quite set apart 

I have walked alone, considering 

the few last things that hold me to the summer’s 
hearth. 

When they are done I’Il have to slip away, 

dusk clad traveler who arrived at dusk, 

sitting by the fire a brief spoken time, 

drawing a few figures in the ember tray 

then leaving early, very early in the morning, 

well before anyone had known him gone. 


II 


Don’t you remember when we lay in bed that night? 
the rain was sweeping down the skylight 

and the trees outside were throwing off their clothes 
of leaves, 

embracing the furious passion of the storm 

which washed the lights in waves -- starlight 

and streetlights and perhaps the moon -- 

small bleeds of gold and indigo. You lay there 
smoking, 

watching, listening; I ran my hands along your 
spine, 

the small white bumps like pebbles from the bottom 
of a stream. 

Each time you breathed I felt a kind of word, 

not one you spoke or even one you thought, 

a word that wasn’t yet, you breathed in 

and breathed out again; my fingers listened to the 
spoken text, 

the dark and streaming gold or midnight blue, 

the silver threads of dream and wanting, 

the undertow of fear, dim striving of presentiment 
to be the thing it hopes, to be the thing it fears, 
fear in itself a kind of hope. Warm and then cool 
your back, 

so smooth, and like the white shaft of a candle, 
the flame inside your breath, the wick your spine. 
I almost touched your life then, I felt this very 
clearly, 

feeling the tremors of inhaling, exhaling, 
breathing more traumatic than we think it is. 

My pity for your life, my life, our lives -- 

that was what I felt then, only that, 


over and over, as the rain washed down the glass. 
You talked about your work, I listened. 

Do you remember anything, and did you tell the 
truth? 

What was the word I listened for, felt, 

as though within the stream bed of your life, 
sifting and sifting through the sands for it? 

The rain that fell and surged, the wind 

a kind of current and yet not a current, 

the wind a harsh and shouting throng, 

the clamorous assembly of the lost, 

the grieving, the searing possibility of now, 

the thing they gather to denounce; 

the terrible injustice of the then, 

intolerable miscarriage they denounce still more. 
And now and now -- what did I hear? What did I 
feel? 

Don’t you remember all the shapes of smoke 
you blew into the bedside light? They 

floated, drifted, turning like a scarf around 

the throat of light that rose into the lamp, 

the metal shade a kind of helmet, soldier of light, 
soldier of fortune, for fortune is in light, light 
streaming chance, in minute particles, 

for chance is very small, a tiny tiny thing. 

Come to me now my precious, new-found love, 
my love that chance has brought me 

from there somewhere beyond the blue 

where all our chances come from, yes, 

far and beyond the blue, the endpoint of the world. 
O for the depths of grief the city builds, 

raising in absolutely straight lines sheerest blindness 
in the dazzling chemicals of light; shimmering 
indifference 

of the bank facades, the endless steel of roads. 
Come to me now my truly and my falsely loved, 


my precious and my undeserved, 

there is no happiness apart from you, 

there is no light, no warmth, no hope, no joy, 

you whom I glimpsed that morning on the traffic’s 
bank, 

you whom I never knew, waiting there in line, 

you the very image, moving within yourself, 

your time quite different from my own, enveloping 
your own quite separate and unfathomable life, 
you whom I saw so often offering yourself 

to light and air and wind, the horizon of the city 
took you, and you vanished in the purple dusk. 
Smoke of winter evening, and my solitude 

is filled with grief, and yet so suddenly you’re there, 
becoming the very image of desire, leaving it. 
You rose and put a robe on, your black silk robe. 
How wonderful your skin was, yet silk made it 
more so still, 

how maddening my desire for you was. 

Yes, the absolute torment of your beauty 

became a thing of touch, to touch again and yet 
again. 

Yet I could never find the image of your softness, 
understand it, master it, defeat it -- moth wings, rose 
petals 

or the boa’s underside, what was the truth of your 
body? 

Did I ever feel it? know it? And what did you 
desire? 

My fingers trailing on your nipples 

when your bra had slipped askew, your gold hair 
like an autumn leaf between your legs, 

your silken wetness, then the tip of my very tip, 
the underside with its threadlike cord, 

the remnant of a wound, my heart laid bare, 

you spread eagle in the darkness as the fire 


poured out its heat. Our skin was still a cover 
for the fire, and so we tore it off, tore it away 
from what we really were -- yes, it was we 

who were the tinder piled in the metal grate, 

we the rising figures in the flames, 

we the blackened flue, the twisted iron, the heavy 
heavy stone. 

So it seems now, a mere thing of the past, 

or so at least to one of them, perhaps to both; 
and it’s really not a question of clarity. 

They know already what is happening, 

the reality of that moment, and of the previous 
things, 

the past that it’s all based on, that it briefly, very 
briefly 

calls back into present time again. 

Yet do we have a memory, either short or long? 
Is this not a mere lacuna, a feebleness, a vagueness, 
in our phenomenological descriptions? 

A primitive concept, after all, a kind of tablet, 
bank or record, a trace, a mark -- 

all sorts of terms from hunting, commerce, 

or pedagogical convenience. 

I don’t think it exists. There is no 

memory, there is no written script, 

there is no light that glows from 

somewhere deep below the blue 

of the reactor waters, haunting them, 

wavering, still, light-scrawled, peaceful, terrible. 
There is no memory; the sidewalk 

has its lichen rings of salt, its eczema 

of chalky winter dust, the calcium chloride 

that they use to melt the ice. 

There is no ice to melt, though, there is 

no other deep inside the corridor: 

I am the wind that blows through, 


I feel it blowing through it even now, 

my lungs are empty hanging husks, 

tattered corn remnants, the husks of sleep 

and dream, the kernels of past time, 

I feel them inside the marrow of my bones. 

I hide my face among the shadows 

of my leaves, pillowed on straw 

I’m swept out of the barn at morning, 

And yet my stride takes in the golden fields 
striped with the sunset’s burnt and hectic red. 
Deep in the night the secret fires are lit. 

The grit of sunlight in my woven lashes 

keeps me from knowing all they have in store. 
Yet I shall still come back, and always will, 
hidden in the dusty spots of the light, 

the vortex dust, the helix of moted rays. 

And what they don’t know, what they still deny 
to present experience, not wishing to revisit it, 
relive it, is nonetheless still known to both, 

and how so very clearly, too, to both of them. 
What this is, how clear they are to each other, 
the mutual comprehension of what after all is, 
are two separate pasts diverging from 

a further past, an inner divergence, 

an incompatibility between two files, 

two projects of hope and memory -- 

is this not what a person is after all, 

hope and memory diverging backward 

and forward from the elusive present 

always somehow displaced, though by itself 

in the guise of its own successor, 

and yet this too displaced, displacing itself 
both forward to the future, backward to the past, 
so that time is not of a person -- what is a person 
after all? -- 

but nature does not really know of time, is a series 


of concentric circles on a surface of perhaps, 
interlocking spheres -- transparent, luminous, 
multiplying 

from each other in chain upon chain, brief episodes 
dissolving light amid darkness -- it too is part of 
light; 

death is not sleep, we know this inwardly, deeply, 
and yet continue to deceive ourselves. 

There really is no death then in that sense, it is not 
an event in life but bounds the shimmering circles, 
they push it back, never touching it and yet 

it is always there, the two pasts, the intertwining, 
could not continue that way, an inner divergence 
separating them, 

as though in principle even at this source, 

and they know this very clearly. We usually think 
of understanding as being a thing of words, 

but here, now, there are no words needed 

for them to know what each other knows 

and also what each other does not know, 

both the clarity and the limits, the darkness, 
obscurity of each other’s understanding 

and self-understanding, being clear to both of them 
and to both instantly and mutually, as though 

they shared, for that brief moment, a single mind, 
perhaps more so now than ever they had done 

in their relationship -- all this so clearly an affair of 
looks, 

of glances, and so perhaps, confusedly, of images, 
strings, chains of images, chains and spheres of 
images, 

worlds of images as we might think of them, time- 
realms, 

pasts. Yet memory requires many voices, 

in order to defeat its multiplying images, 


for memory is not inaccurate, it is not a question of 
accuracy; 

it is productive, a power of life in its own right. 
Our life moves outward in all directions, 
dimensions, 

like a sphere, yet memory requires many voices 

So there was always this weird thing about him see 
it was like no I don’t want to yes you will 

no I will not you have to look I really really really 
need to have that give it back I don’t care what you 
say 

he’s not staying and if I ever catch you here again 
well then all right my pretty So the whole problem 
with the night is this -- I sit here in the dark, 

the day is like the actual life of time, and night 

is time slowed down or gathered together in a single 
place, 

a well or something in the pocket of a coat, 

the plumb lines of the forest dropping straight 

into the throat of darkness, like an unlit cellar 

And how in that moment when two people 

first see each other in quite a while, how, 

in that moment so many things are instantly clear to 
both of them, 

how must it be for blind people, do they 

evolve a different society, different social patterns 
which don’t depend so much on surprise meetings? 
How is it that our thoughts are visible in our faces? 
How is it that our memories are also visible there, 
for past experience, past worlds kept living 

yet without physical substance, somehow, in 
memory? 

And memory which is an image in the mind 

is also somehow visible in our face to others 

but only to certain others, those who also share it. 
Yet this mutual comprehension is altered 


by the presence of a third person, an observer 
whose gaze envelops and includes that of the other 
two. 

So the seven foldings, interleavings of the night, 
the day, the gathering and changing spaces 

that you move among, are always shed from you 
and gathered also as you pass from daylight 

into darkness back to daylight once again, 

the cycle of the others, not your own. 

You would have taken a quite different route, 
subterranean fulfillments, as we might think of 
them. 

Back alley darkness fed you like a tick with blood. 
Your shadow then distended like an artery tied off 
gave you that crooked figure like a mandrake root, 
fluent cipher of darkness, marking no time for 
anyone, 

fluent cipher of darkness, like a dribble of mad ink, 
disappearing 

in the cracks of the clock’s face, not realizing 
those were just its hands pointing either to itself 
or else to space in general, but they were 

black leaves rolled into pointed gothic shadows, 
the slowly shifting fault lines 

in the desert face of day, breaking out 

like spider-webbed leaf veins of sandy thirst 
woven around the statues of our second thoughts; 
below the lily pad, the archipelago 

of slowly dispersing moments, widening more and 
more, 

are yet the more definitive disruptions, 

crevices and drain holes like at the bottom of a pool, 
there in the deepest part beneath threatening blue 
water 

oiled with wobbling light here in the gemmed 
darkness 


of the expensive patio. No one is around, 

fluent cipher of darkness, never marking time 
but swallowing it whole, drink up the swimming 
pool, 

swallow each wave of night before the owners 
take the whole thing back, take it inside yourself. 
Vomit it all up through every pore, 

even through your eyes, and yet you’re always 
doing this 

each moment of every day. And yet 

you are my image of a freedom won not lost. 
You are the sole inhabitant now possible 

of all my unrecoverable dreams just barely still 
accessible perhaps 

in some minimal, some charred and shrunken form. 
And yet the charred, the burnt, the ruined 

are what I most desire now and feed upon, 

and yet not ruined, reduced to an essential 
stringency, 

an absolute anarchic desperation, sane, 
considered, sober, and yet fearlessly erotic. 

Now do we even dare to write those words, 

we who have seen the world turned inside out. 
These are my only musings now, 

the mission of my fate, the few last sprigs of mint, 
the sage, the clutches of dried grass, 

these are the things I place into the fire. 

These are the things I burn with that Iam given now 
in the new torrential streaming of bright autumn, 
in the sudden showering down of what was lost. 
The screaming horizon calling me once again 
(Yet surely it must be the first time still) 

to greater violation, greater confidence. 

Burn with a colder and yet invisible fury, 

it seems to say, hide it always and yet nurture it. 
Spirit of violation, spirit of secrecy -- 


sincerity, passion, secrecy -- these the three virtues 
of all my race, these and the love of shapeliness. 
Gather your loneliness, anarchic solitude 

and spirit of self-creation, sovereign and 
tormenting. 

But you, lithe spirit of darkness, 

no, you would have chosen other things, 

a different rhythm, certainly, different colors too 
perhaps. 

What are the colors that you deal in most, though? 
Crimson certainly, blue more seldom than one 
might have thought, 

green and green of green, the most mysterious, 
the unaccountable, unless it be the white of black, 
or else, conversely (yes) the black of white. 

These are all visible around you like a sheath, 

but most importantly within that strange horizon, 
the iris of your eye -- those wonderful fringed 
greens 

each like a tiny slice of kiwi fruit, so bright 

and flashing in the dark. Yes, seven sheaths you 
carry 

in your dark electric fur, lithe shadows of your 
body, 

and yet two more lives are given to you too. 

O how I envy you, my little anima, my black 
street haunting, light evading, silent and lithely 
fluid one, possessing your own destiny in a way 
no mortal does, regent of darkness and embodiment 
of secrecy, silent power, absence of memory, 
immediate intelligence, and untraceable murder. 
And what if it were possible to kill 

not by any normal means but in a stealthy 

shifting and subliminal fashion, adjusting the victim 
with precise and graduated steps, measuring them, 
assessing, watching, then recruiting them 


to one’s own purposes. Yes, 
what if it were possible to kill this way? 
What would the victims look like do you think? 


Il 


And so the one thing that we always know 

is that we never know. Deep in the shifting 
counterpane 

of time, there where you’ve hidden 

with your head tucked underneath the crumpled 
folded hills, the little landscape patches -- 

mint green, and deepest hunter green, 

a sensuous burnt orange, a cool teal blue, 

then mystic indigo, and absorbing calming brown 
and black. 

Wind yourself deeper in, making a conch shell 

of the snowy sheets you’ve twisted around 
yourself: you hear the fabric rustle of the surf, 
even as you stare into the dark between your hands. 
In the depths of the sea the octopus is sleeping too, 
in the cave where in the darkness its 
bio-luminescent skin shimmers with flushed 

and hectic colors -- crimsons and orchid 

and papaya orange -- it cools to aqua and a parrot 
green 

streaked with soft yellow, flaring suddenly 

with a network of electric pink, then instantly 


softening, cooling like a coal beneath its dust. 

It brightens and darkens simultaneously, 

steadily pulsing like a human heart, 

yet circulating colors as it does -- 

a kind of breathing of color, as of water, 

there in the depths. And yet the octopus 

is thinking of you, because it has to be; and you, 
although you may not know it, think of it. 

For in so far as thinking is affected by the eye, 
you have that much in common, you and it: 
modern biologists can see no difference in 

the eye of a human and that of an octopus, 

they seem to be the same, identical. You see 

with an octopus’ eye, it sees with yours; 

some part of you must think as it does, then, 

must feel as it does, some part of it must think 
and feel as you do, as you would do, as you do in 
fact, 

as you fall into your strangest sleep. So then 

it was like I said the fuck out of here no you look 
you fuck 

yeah that’s right yeah then there was this other guy 
and he was like this guy is like fucking old 

he’s like forty or something and so it’s like ok Lilly 
fine 

you’re fucking him you’re not fucking him 

I do not care ok hi what’s up not much 

so what do you think what would you do 

to me tie you up and then what tease you tease me 
yeah how you'll see take what you feel 

and change it around change it how you'll see 
Circumcision isn’t really so bad, you know, 

I think what’s her name says this somewhere 

in one of her books. It’s actually kind of fun. 

And it is known to have numerous health benefits. 
Now there arose up a new king to reign over Egypt 


For a long time we had been running through the 
forest, 

the wind -- it was summer -- was so warm 

and fragrant. The darkness in the woods. 

They were so dark and so confusing.... 

You wanted to lie down, give up. So tired. So tired. 
Hungry. Thirsty. Tired and worse than tired. 

And so there was hail, and fire mingled with hail 
Some had tried to hide in barns or cellars or in 
attics, 

but they’d been quickly found and taken out and 
shot. 

How much blood does a human body have? 

It ran in the streets and in the squares, it ran like 
rain in the gutters. 

And when it was morning the east wind brought the 
locusts, 

and the locusts went up over all the land of Egypt 
And as we ran all I could see were dark branches 
lashing my face, 

as we ran, yet trying always to be silent... 

And I remembered watching through the blinds 

as they tortured the old man in the square. 

I remember a cigarette lighter. A knife. Piano wire. 
How much blood does a human body have? 

How he screamed and screamed, and then was 
silent. 

For the locusts covered the face of the whole earth, 
so that the land was darkened. And then 

when they had caught us all they said, 

Which of you will tell us where the others are? 
Whoever does, we’ll let him live. But the Lord 

led the people out, through the way of the 
wilderness 

through the Red Sea, so that the land was darkened. 
We rose and left the fire where it was 


and went out through the back door. 

The frame was still there though the door itself 
was gone --- dirt floor and deep shadows, 

bales of hay and hanging gear, the horses were 
asleep, 

walked down the narrow path between the stalls 
and in the moonlight the hay looked strange. 

There was a hole in the barn roof 

that you could see right up through. 

Stars of the cool October sky, she raised her shirt, 
the heavy flannel work shirt that she wore 

to show me where the horse had nipped her 

on her back, I pretended I could see 

and kissed her there; she gave a little shiver 

and smiled back at me, and we went out through the 
door 

and toward the apple orchard. We walked among 
the apple trees. 

Windfalls were on the ground, the sweet cold scent, 
the frost was in the air; the night would be very 
cold. 

Earlier by the bonfire she had looked at me through 
the flames. 

That was when I knew she was a witch, that was 
when I knew that she had done something to my 
mind. 

The fire became strange colors, and there were 
faces 

in the colors, sounds came from them -- from their 
eyes 

which opened wider wider, stretched to become 
mouths 

and the mouths were crying out. The fire was crying 
with its rush of voices, like when cattle or horses 
are frightened 


or like when they slaughter pigs. Then, as we 
walked on 

through the orchard’s trees, she slipped her hand 
into mine. 

My body tingled and began to stir. She brushed 
against me. 

Then she made me stop. My heart was pounding, 
and her mouth was open and very soft and full, 
wider it opened like the faces in the fire 

and then her face was like that -- stretching wider 
like a smoke ring, and it swallowed me, 

I fell into the opening in her face. I knew 

I was on the ground. I felt the grass, and then 

it wasn’t grass, it was her body under me. 

More spaces opened, fields and warm melting 
snow, 

I was the dream the snow dreamed as it melted, 
mine was the hand it dreamed whose fingers scored 
insignia of time and darkness into it as the many 
faces that it also held 

called out beneath us, crystalline voices of the earth, 
light of the fallen realms -- journeying, transformed 
arms that were wrapped around me became 
branches gathering the wind I was, 

rising within me were smaller branches still. 

I was their leaves and then the children crying 
through the falling flakes, 

gold and yellow, burning them in piles in the amber 
light, 

dissolving in the forest pools of moss and loam, 
these were the leaves and yet we tread them down 
in piles and piles, swimming through them, 

raising ourselves higher, falling back 

as though through waterfalls -- the whirl-pooled 
light, 


the apples dropping with soft knocks on the door of 
the orchard grass 

let us in mother legs around me and the dark 
opening 

what would this lead to I was wondering fearing 
what could it lead to? yet I did not stop 

Eyes through darkness calling me 

mouths that were like wounds ears that were 
hearing us 

an eating away of history from within 

sexual desire is evil then I knew, it is the source of 
falsehood 

Walking back toward the fires afterward 

her moving somewhat ahead of me then off to one 
side a bit 

stars were so numerous, some falling through 
wicker treetops 

as we moved through the last arcade, the fires up 
ahead 

I moved off to the left and she the opposite way 
joining her people somewhere in the dark 

camped out along the slope, moving shapes past the 
fire’s hollow 

If I could change the color of the sky I’d do so in 
your case. 

I'd alter the blue or cloudy covering which conceals 
your past, 

the thing which after all I am most curious about, 
the flow of clouds across the moonlit space, 

so pure and cold and beautiful, even this, too, 

is an emblem of the change I’d somehow keep from 
you, 

somehow forestall. The total movement of the sky 
as cloud formations shift -- this is a thing which 
more than any other 

I associate with you. It was not always so. 


No, it was rather that the wind blown through the 
leaves 

created right in front of us the image of the possible 
and likely loss of all the kingdoms of the earth, 
made to be given up, presented to another, 

was, after all, all that I could deal with. 

The sky was flowing with the dark and constant 
wind, 

pond mantle clouds were moving with a steady pace 
onward toward the nameless and the imageless 

(if they reach it what will happen?) 

the threshold is the span of time itself 

the moment too of space when images become 
reality, 

reality dissolved in flowing images, the feel of 
movement 

all around us sneaking all around the whole, 

an engagement dark and yet bluely bright, 

secrecy everywhere you know this then, 

secrecy without secrets, and yet everywhere. 
Bright precision of cloud tatters, depth of the 
coming storm, 

infinity of moments cast away then used once more, 
and for all that an absence of fatigue. 

Do you remember how that really is? 

O how deep the cobalt blue -- peripheral shards of 
moonlight 

and the clouds are flowing nonetheless, moving on 
into the blue green depths of time where it 

begins to border space, of space where it 

secretes the ringing, the gathering, the animating 
shout of time, scarf of white radiant cloud, 

deep gloam of red silt dusk, 

pumice stone of low clouds, the hills’ fireplace ash. 
The wings of the fire that burst forth beating up 


after the logs have caught, the up-draft, the 
ascending 

braids of gold and white sparks twisting in a 

helix ascending as we stand amid the wake of heat, 
shiver of warmth around us then as light beats all its 
wings -- 

I walked into the fire and then called to you 

See it’s all quite harmless, come, I said. 

I motioned you to enter, extending both my hands. 
You entered and we moved and shone within 

each other, separating from ourselves, becoming 
four, then eight, sixteen, uncountable: radiant sound 
was light, 

light and light echoing, petals of flame fell round us 
and we rose into the anther light bulb filament, 

the blue reflection of our other times 

floated in depthless glass, globes of transparent 
flame 

in which a doorway opening showed us condensed 
into an opal magma with beads of tear-like candle 
wax 

running down myriad faces of a blue angelic host 
rising and waiting there, embracing us: 

Why have you been so long? they said. 

The candle wick burnt down low 

to an open, ragged, gaping fish mouth of char, 

to the wet black orchid of a wound. 

So it will never be too late to end the icicle chain 
of dental like fragments, the smoky face of the 
mummified -- 

Ibis mummy in fragments threads torn loose 

from the cloth of what is predestined 

unknown, linceuil of gravid dreams humanity, 
lived and not lived, disanimato she whispered 

in the darkness of the room the shadow moving 
closer to the door 


Ibis mummy where the river broke through the dark 
The trees in her hair, the sun-flowing light 
spreading 

the gold chains in the draft of the lake, 

her eyes open again her eyes again closed 
Bushels of apples arms full of wheat 

the green branches of pine and its spread cones 
thrown down at her footsteps by the wind 

The panther is loose in the dark waters 

the panther has entered the night the stars 

trees filling with voices the crystals of fire 

These are drawn in the pomegranate seeds the 
jaguar 

has come down through the smoke, the jaguar 

It is the dark of the wavering moon with leaves 
trembling on the river’s mane where the river bathes 
in the light 

The jaguar has stepped through the walls of the 
room 

its eyes are two candles the wind comes 

and the candles are snuffed, its body is as silent as 
smoke 

The tiger of the night the river is striped with the 
moon 

the leopard bathes in the green pool the panther 
comes down 

Bats now and the owl’s watching, the moon waits 
high 

The river opens and the night flows into it 

the sun is buried deep under its eye, the moon 
shines in its mane where the wind combs it 
backward 

In the still shallows the light is like spider webs 
the spider leg shadows step out onto the night 
The peacocks flow around us now their blue heads 
radiant 


The ibis the bird of resurrection walks out of the 
closet door 

The tree cries and cries The pipe line is buried in 
the beating heart 

The glass of the moon-flow is cracking with light 
and the trees lace their shadows together, the earth 
leaks away 

Doors of the floating house open to the scorpion 
rooms 

The stairway is full of oranges apples and grapes 
piled high on every step 

The December grooms the January brides 

come out of their hiding spots, yet two had been 
hanging upside down 

in the attic from hooks two from the cellar rafters 
like bunches of onions like parsley left to dry 

Her breast is a clock however, the eels are eating 
her leg 

Disanimato, she whispered Her brother, his face of 
dried clay 

turns in the room’s half-light, the candle light 
haloes his eyelids, the harpsichord music sounds far 
and slow and fine 

in the ancient rooms there where 

my condom had burst and the ants crawled forth 
there where her condom had burst and the scorpion 
came out 

The dead carp lay in the bucket covered with gravel 
and sand 

we threw it back in the river and then the river itself 
was sand 

Green sand flowed away through the concrete 
abutments 

the iodine light turned to absolute black The river 
was ashen 


was scorpions rushing beneath me was roaches 
whispering 

Some whores from downtown were coming through 
the alley just then 

One of them gave me a blow job down by the river 
bank 

Her head was a construction of papier mache, as it 
bobbed on its hinge 

I severed it with my knife and then lifted it up to the 
gray and crimson sky 

and drank from her arteries deeply and full 

the orgasm still going on and on, hers not mine 
Insect knowledge flowed into me then, I knew 
Insect knowledge was mine So it will never be too 
late to end 

the smoke lace from your last cigarette 

the deep hole of whispering knowledge 

where the room has sunk in its bubble of lamp light 
So it will never be too late to drink the sea down to 
its ultimate root 

there in the library where the trees have grown back 
the radio station way way after hours when the cool 
dj’s 

whispering low and vaguely obscene into the end of 
days 

And it’s really too bad we’ve got so many white 
males 

but what else can you do We could cut them up 

and use them for scrap I suppose Images of the fall 
of Saigon 

the man dangling from the helicopter runners the 
man 

punched in the face trying to claw his way onto a 
cargo plane 

Liberation of Saigon how well I remember the 
Saigon women 


the wide tree-lined boulevards black wrought iron 
of the old hotels 

French doors with tiny balconies stone urns along 
the sidewalks 

the markets selling fruit the fragmentation grenade 
one day 

the men with no legs on wheeled boards the women 
small and shapely almost doll-like she who would 
come to me 

in the blue green night her silhouette by the 
curtained doors 

in the brandy colored dimness She said she was 
going to poison me 

one day then she’d giggle and then get very serious 
and still 

The blue fragment of moon dropped through the 
slot of the window 

pried its eye through the sharp slit of blind 

It will never be too late to end the destruction 

of one region of the world by another 

I rode out to the desert the hills were black paper 
cut out on a cyanic sky 

The lightened sand was opening its page 

one more in the oldest of books. Never ending. Still 
I rode on. 


IV 


Is the otherness of the light an otherness in truth 
or is the light as intimate as darkness is? 

For darkness is within -- the fibers and the fabric, 
the woven cloth, the body and its passages, 

there where no light can go, the obverse of the light. 
All body is of darkness then, remote from day, 
the bright external splendor, the pure medium 
which yet is more than medium, but is 

the thing conveyed as well, surpassing 

any given thing conveyed, and infinitely. 

And if the light is other, radically, 

then does it leave a trace within me 

when I see it, or see by it, does it impose its own 
peculiar trauma as part of my own seeing, 

as part of every seeing and of every sight, 
intimate with it and even one with it? 

Where does the light withdraw to 

when I close my eyes? Where does my thought 
withdraw to, likewise, when I sleep? 

Is there a spring of darkness both are from, 

both light and thought? Light, space growing 
slightly brown 


as in an old daguerreotype, old haunted 
photographs, 

a certain dimness opens and renders the light itself 
more active, more qualified and charged. 

The sound of the trees, the leaves, the wind is 
picking up. 

One knows the river is still flowing. She and her 
women, 

they were beside the river, nowhere possible for 
them to go, 

nowhere possible for them to stay; then he came in 
the cold night, 

with several men. And she was willing for him, 
and more than willing; her women, though, were 
not, 

and so she ordered them to go with the men. Even 
SO, 

the youngest still would not, and so two of them 
dragged her off. 

Yet before they did she gave her a philter THIS TO 
PASS 

PLACE NAMES 

IRAQ/LIBY A/FALKLANDS/CAMBODIA 
HANOIJ/HIROSHIMA THE GATES OF HORN 
At first there were sirens. Then other sounds, 
strange sounds. 

I didn’t know what they were. So loud. I never 
heard anything so loud. 

Buildings on fire. The streets full of burning 
gasoline. 

So of course sometimes I think, How did I get into 
this? 

I mean, I know perfectly well. Being pregnant is, 
well... 

it is what it is. It isn’t that, it’s more...like... 

my entire /ife? Stepping back from it, I wonder 


what would I be if I were a man? Of course, If I 
were a man 

I wouldn’t be me. But maybe I would, maybe you 
could say 

there’s something that’s really you down underneath 
everything else, even your sex, your gender, your 
whatever .... 

At any rate, I do see myself as a man sometimes. 
Well, what I mean is I wonder what it must be like 
to have a man’s body. Not that aspect. I actually 
think 

there's really not so much difference as far as that 
goes 

But what I mean about having a man’s body, 

it’s more his height, or his arms. God, even the 
nerdiest 

little zero of guy can -- well, I was checking into a 
hotel one time. 

I had this huge suitcase, actually several, so I -- and 
I was beat, 

I was totally exhausted, and this -- he was actually 
rather sweet, 

was behind me in line, the place was packed -- it 
was a convention, 

and he said, “Here, let me.” And that was one thing 
right there -- 

that rather commanding quality, that presence: 
Here, let me. 

Women have a hard time getting that. Men just have 
it. 

It’s really, I don’t know, now sometimes it’s 
obnoxious of course, 

but other times you have to admire it. So at any rate, 
this guy just picks this thing up for me, and I said he 
didn’t have to, 


but he just did it anyway, and we get into the 
elevator, 

and he’s still carrying it, and I’m -- I have to admit 
part of me 

is saying "hey wait" and part is just kind of gliding 
along with the whole arrangement. There was a 
kind of smoothness to the whole ...moment? 

Were we having a moment? Anyway, this bag 

had been practically breaking my arm, and yet 

it’s absolutely nothing to him. And then I got off at 
my floor, 

and he still wants to help me with it to my room. 
And I’m thinking, oh christ, HOW STUPID could I 
be, 

I’ve got some psycho here. And so I’m trying to 
think 

of a polite way of saying no thanks, "oh no thank 
you," "that’s ok," 

in other words, "get lost, please," "bye, 
But then 

as it turns out my room was -- naturally -- right near 
the elevator, which you might know, any other time 
you’ve got to go around in a virtual maze. And so 
THEN, 

he just left the thing in front of the door. And 
smiled. 

And left. And that was it. Well of course I was 
relieved. 

He actually wasn’t that bad looking -- kind of short 
and wiry, 

probably Jewish or Sicilian or something. He might 
have at lest shown some interest. Well, anyway.... 
A man in a robe of flame, walking slow like in a 
storm, 

his arms moving like he was swimming 


wee 


see ya." 


Phosphorous, eerie white halo. Flesh chars and 
flakes away 

like burnt newspaper. A scream that was not a 
human scream. 

That was my child’s death. And then I also died. 
The skin pealing away from my chest, both breasts 
gone. 

Bare bone of ribs visible. I died. I am a ghost. I am 
only a word here. 

And yet these things that I tell you are true. 
SORROW 

These things that I say are true. ANGER 

I am the child who did not live. Iam the ghost 

of the woman I would have been. 

I am dead now. I am a word here. And yet what I 
say is true. 

There are an infinite number of children inside each 
of us. 

Every human being is haunted. Melancholy with her 
paraphernalia: 

A clock, a globe, and an egg are placed at points 
nearby. 

Objects cast long shadows, as in de Chirico. 
Melancholy. 

She’s in a cage of light and dark, the bars curved 
like space-time. 

The cage of space-time. I am the spirit of 
melancholy. 

Perhaps I was once an angel. But here I am the 
figure of Melancholy 

which is called Woman. I am the spirit called 
Melancholy. 

This is what I am, this these chains which are my 
arms 

these chains which are my legs, these chains 


which are my thoughts. The entire world fits onto 
my globe. 

The sand pours down. The world is the sand in my 
hour glass 

and the sand pours down. In the sand are the faces 
of sorrowing mothers and the sand pours down. 
Winter morning, so easily the milk flows out, 

I look in the mirror, so little sleep. Will I ever sleep 
again? 

Will I ever wake? So easily the milk flows out, 
and my hair is disheveled, I look into the mirror 
That’s not me. Yes it is. The winter morning, and 
the snow 

flakes down from the sky. I wait for my child, for 
my son. My daughter. 

Now is the time when I become someone else. I am 
already another. 

I come to the undefined spaces of the earth, to no- 
man’s-land. 

I look here. I look there. What am I? Where am I? 
O it's not possible to say what I am. I am a spirit. 
But now I am buried deep in the earth. You must 
dig and dig to find me, 

I must dig and dig upward to make myself known. 
I'm on a beach. This is a beach, and that is the sea. 
The sea is the Mediterranean, and the sky is so blue. 
The white sand, 

the blue water, the sun so bright and hot. The sand 
dazzles with sun-glare. 

Blindness from so much light. There are people 
watching me. 

I come out into the square. All eyes are upon me. 
In the public square the midday light throbs. All 
eyes see only me. 

No no no no no, no no no no no 


in-breath, out-breath, step forward, step backward, 
forward backward 

Lets turn off the lights. oh shit goddamn that rope. 
Where'd you get it anyway? 

Hey, the material it feels weird, like...skin. 

Watch what you're doing. You're on my foot. 

This material feels so...it's like...It's like skin 
Very smooth skin. I feel it all in the dark. The man's 
skin, 

so smooth for a man. A child's skin. Where is she? 
And then I thought, my god I have blood on my 
hands, my children's blood. I thought, /'m insane, I 
thought, Time has stopped. The world is charcoal. 
THERE OVER THERE WHERE THERE SEE 
NO 

IN THE DARK THERE IN THE DARK DO 
YOU SEE 

I HEAR HER NOW VERY SOFT HEAR YES 
HEAR YES 

The light is so hard; I don't want to see it. The world 
is ashes. 

I can't take it. The sky is so blue. I'll hang myself. 
The chafe of the rope around my neck, that's what I 
want now. 

I thought then, I've been dead for so long. When 
will I wake? 

Is this the rest of my life? My face is the sun, a 
black sun. A rope. 

I don't need it. I'm Medea STOP I'm a queen STOP 
SHE STANDS UP. SHE ENTERS TOWARD 
THE OTHERS AS MEDEA. 

I'm in love with the underworld. Dark waters are 
rising to greet me. 

CHILDLESS NOW I REIGN IN THE 
DARKNESS, HUSBANDLESS NOW 


I REIGN IN THE DARKNESS, ALONE NOW I 
REIGN IN THE DARKNESS 

Where is my husband? where is Jason? With his 
new bride 

I was his bride. No longer. There’s a message. 
Bring me the mirror. This is not Medea. 

Will you read the message Lady? Read it for me 
nurse. What does it say? 

Leave our country on pain of death. How can this 
be? 

JASON. PROJECTION: NIGHT SKY-LINE OF 
MAJOR CITIES 

Jason. Woman why do you weep? What should I 
do? 

I have arranged for you to be sheltered here seven 
days, both you and your children. 

This is not shelter. Outside there is only the sea. 
Across the sea is my home. How can I get there? 
You have seven days. Jason why do you not love 
me? 

A voice of sorrow is not pleasing. 

Do you not remember? My body was once your 
desire. 

My body was once your ladder. Rung by rung you 
climbed up. 

Now you kick me away. That was before. 

Yes, and who is she? Nothing is gained in this way. 
Seven days. 

JASON EXITS FROM MEDEA AND ENTERS 
TOWARD CREON. 

You have spoken with this woman? I have 
explained. She appreciates your generosity. 

Well she should. Seven days is a long time to 
shelter 

an alien woman of doubtful character, about whom 
there are strange rumors, 


and her children as well, all of them burdens upon 
our treasury. 

Your affairs are going well? They go very well. I 
have high prospects. 

Our daughter is most happy. Lady, why this 


crying? 


What will become of Medea? What will become of her 
children? 

MEDEA ENTERS TOWARD CREON. Creon, you 
must give me asylum. 

Seven days. And after that? What will I do? 

We have other concerns. As it is we are being generous. 

I am a reasonable man, and patient, but there are limits 

to everything. We cannot tolerate foreigners in our realm, 
especially those skilled in the arts of witchcraft. 

Not that I give credence to such nonsense. I pride myself 
on my rationality. But you should take this as a warning: 
We have reason to suspect you of subversion against our 
state. 

What is your witchcraft, really? It is some kind of spying, 
primitive perhaps by our standards, but spying nonetheless. 
Be advised woman, it was only at the pleading of your 
former husband 

that I did not have you and your children thrown into the 
sea 

with stones around your necks. Be advised. 

Quit our shores in seven days, or that is what awaits you. 
THE NIGHT. HER MOUTH WHISPERING. HER 
PERFUME. 

HER SOUNDS IN THE DARK ROOM. I was thinking 
in the dark where am I 

IN THE DARKNESS where is this place IN THE 
SILENCE 

and the snow falling outside ON AND ON AND ON 

A SMALL TABLE WITH BOTTLES OF WHISKEY, 
PILLS, A VANITY 

AND SMALL DOLLS AND CANDLES. MEDEA 
DRINKING AND TAKING PILLS. SHE BEGINS 
PLAYING WITH THE DOLLS. A BROKEN-DOWN 
STARLET IN THE OLD HOLLYWOOD TRADITION 
My children...I’ve seen you before. You’re not real. 


I’m Medea. I’m the Wicked Witch of the West. 

I know you. I know you. I know who you are. But I never 
really 

knew what I wanted, what I was doing. It wasn’t 
really...me -- sounds so stupid. 

I’m so messed up. You know it was just this thing, some 
women, 

they like it, they get into it, they can do all this mother 
stuff. 

It doesn’t bother them, I guess. I must be so drunk. O 
Jason.... 

I must be so, so drunk. And I really didn't think I would. 
It was there in the fridge, the bottle. But I was going to 
pour it 

down the sink. I was. I really really was. I mean I was 
absolutely. STOP ME 

I had absolutely no intention of drinking it. 

I didn’t even want to, but every time I thought of pouring it 
out 

I thought "yeah, sure. Fine. I will, but not just right now." 
I’d just gotten up, you know, so -- fine, ok, and then 

a little while later I thought STOP ME Yes well it was 
when 

I first met him, and I was so messed up. Xanax. Valium. 
The doctor wouldn't give me anymore. Halcyon. 

The bird of chemical paradise spread its wings above me. 
The sunset was blood crimson streaming around the entire 
earth. 

The stars were like the sparks from a coal when you blow 
on it. 

The earth was a coal going white. And it was winter, and I 
waited for him. 

I couldn't help it. And the male arrogance was just like 
dripping off him, 

and I loved him, I hated him, I wanted him over and over. I 
couldn't help it. 


I must be so loaded... don't even remember really, but the 
idea must have been there. 

I didn't know it was. I really didn't. It wasn't like -- "yeah 
I'm thinking of that, 

I know that I am, it's in the back of my mind," or, you 
know, maybe not even that, 

in the corner of my mind or somewhere. It wasn't even that. 
It was just invisible. 

It was an absolutely invisible presence in my mind, 

like the way they say radiation is -- you can't see it, smell it, 
taste it, nothing, 

but it's there. And so you know I don't have a mind really to 
be out of: 

I have different minds. They come and go like weather. 
They're just floating around inside you. You can't get a fix 
on them. 

That's the whole problem really. Stop me. HER BODY 
SEETHED WITH HEAT. MADDENED BY THE FIRE 
THAT POSSESSED HER, 

SHE ROLLED IN THE BLACK DUST OF THE 
COAL CELLAR, 

SOAKED HERSELF IN A VAT OF ICE, HUNG 
HERSELF FROM A HOOK 

IN THE MEAT COOLER. SHE TORE THE 
CLOTHES FROM HER BODY 

AND RAN THROUGH THE STREETS NAKED. SHE 
STUFFED FLIES 

AND SPIDERS IN HER MOUTH, TRIED TO CHEW 
ON STONES, 

URINATED ON THE KITCHEN FLOOR AND 
LICKED IT UP. 

And I always kept thinking, I remember the night, I kept 
thinking 

the coals in the fire are like me -- ashes, I’m ashes. On my 
skin. 


If you blow it off me, the fire glows underneath. My love, 
my love, my love -- 

how I hate you. I wish you’d come back to me. I love you. 
[she picks up another doll] I love you. I have to touch you. 
[she begins melting the doll in a candle] I have to poison 
you my loves 

I’m Medea, mistress of poisons, poisoning herself. I have 
to. 

I don’t have a choice. The script is already written; I can’t 
help it. 

O Jason, my love...you were my whole...you were 
everything. 

I loved fucking you. There's nothing I can do. I'm alone. 
You're never so alone as when you have children. They 
don't help. 

They make it worse. I can't do anything for them. It’s the 
best way. 

It's. ..it's worse than anything I ever would have thought. 

I thought of it again, and I thought "yeah, sure, in a minute. 
I’m making a cup of tea now, or I’m cleaning, 

or I have to make a phone call, and then 

I completely forgot about it. And then I had to go out 

to the store, and then after a while I came back. 

I was sitting there. And then I’d opened the bottle stop me 
stop yourself No give me back my death, my children’s 
death. 

I don’t want them to live. Living is terrible. 
PROJECTION: THE TAROT VII OF SWORDS 

I was Ophelia, the one the stream could not hold up, 

the prostitute, the whore, yes, that’s what I was, 

I see it very clearly now, I was the one with her wrists slit 
open, 

with her head in the oven, I was the one with the overdose, 
my hero was heroin -- snow, whitest snow was on my lips. 
I was Snow White. And now I’m still freezing Huddled in 
the twilight 


so cold I’m so cold without my blood. Searching for the 
day 

But yesterday, I made a breakthrough. Yesterday 

I stopped torturing myself, murdering myself. When will it 
come 

I am alone now, I am alone with my legs, with my breasts, 
with my cunt. I break through the walls of my prison -- 

the chair, the table, the bed. I annihilate the battlefield 

that my home always was. Yes, I’m done with it. 

I pull down the door so the wind can come in The empty 
night wind 

Come on, blow winds, blow all the recipes all over the 
place, 

the dish towels, the diapers, the condoms. I break through 
all of my limits. 

I smash all the windows. [She overturns the vanity. ] 

Take the locks from the doors, take the doors from their 
jambs. 

And then HA, for my absolute masterpiece, I with my 
bloody hands, 

you know, as though I’d just gotten through with a chicken, 
or a turkey, 

a Thanksgiving turkey I had to rip open, put breadcrumbs 
in place of its guts, 

oh yes, that was me; often I looked down at my bloody 
hands, 

dishwashing soapy hands, I thought -- this, this is my life -- 
but now, 

with my blood-stained hands I rip up the photos of the men 
I have loved 

[photos of various men are ripped] 

who have fucked me here, fucked me there, on the bed, on 
the table, 

on the floor, against the wall. I set fire to the walls of my 
prison 

[about to set fire to photos] 


-- no, that’s wrong, I was my prison. And so now, now -- I 
set fire... to...myself. 

OPHELIA WALKS OFF IN HER SHROUD. [She is 
naked] 

Do not think you see pages burning. You see celebration. 
Now you see the invisible words, the indelible words. 
Written in the air 

In the water In the earth Written in fire. 

Don’t think you see paper burning. You see celebration. 
Terminal city. I was staggering around the terminal city 
where light is entombed, 

the coffins of light standing up along the sky line. The 
terminal city. 

I was out there, the fire gleams of the distant street lights on 
the roads. 

Lost, as I knelt on the pavement. Medea was searching for 
her dead children 

in the dust of the city. And there was this -- for some reason 
it struck me so funny -- 

there was a single tree rising up through this grating in the 
sidewalk. 

I was so drunk I sort of latched onto it. The yellow dry 
leaves trembled 

in the breeze. Cars of adolescents hurtled down the dark 
streets. 

There were voices calling out to me. I couldn’t see from 
where: 

Hey lady, give ya 20 bucks for a blow job. Medea, 

you have inhaled the white smoke of autumn. Fires 
consume the fallen leaves. 

Leaves bearing the blood stains of lost children. 


People gather in clumps: the interests, the conversations 
diverge, veer off, branching in all directions; 

or perhaps the groups are like amoebas, absorbing 

each other, growing, dividing in a ragged meiosis, 
opening to admit new members, new events 

which are taken up into the economy of the mass; 

it then immediately alters, fragments, 

a perceptible shiver runs through it 

as people adjust their postures, and the space around each 
of them 

is charged and subject, now, suddenly, to hundreds of small 
alterations, 

as though the interval separating one person from the next 
were a kind of receptive organ 

or a medium of reception and transmission, 

like a radio receiver, one which could neither be 

turned up nor be turned down, nor entirely shut off. 

Then through hundreds of indefinable adjustments 

the mass breaks up to ragged clusters, 

groupings neither of design nor randomness, 

moving silently among the darkening structures, in the 
harlequin light. 

At some point the light becomes a translucent medium, 
streaked with dusty gold and shot with crimson, although 
it is never quite clear just when this happens, 

this ultimate density of light itself, its new and visionary 
depths: 

blue is more like purple, red is more like black, 

and the rich deep green of the grass is dimmest amber 
tinted with a copper wash and pointed, as it were, 

with the vaguest of gold floss just here and there. 
Strangely, now, people seem like bees, 


and have become more active 

with the sundown; the hum of conversation 

sounds like the buzzing of a thousands bees, 

or as the buzzing of a thousand bees would sound 

if it were somehow silent. The crowds milling in the public 
square 

exhibits a chaotic fluency and fluidity, 

although it is slowed to the pace of ritual: 

anger is attenuated in the silences of backs and shoulders, 
in the mute aggression of gestures and brief glances; 
buildings towering in the brazen, somber air 

are hives, huge and terrifying ones. They move, these 
people, 

to and fro among the various scattered and visible points, 
a kind of circuit appearing and disappearing -- 

virtual nodes or centers of interest glimmer here and there: 
vibrations of communion and then of near disgust, 
moments of a striking constellation -- significant and yet 
opaque, 

moments attractive and repellent, comportments 

of various and of varying powers, moods taken up, 

things in currency, interpreted, misconstrued, 

suffered and enjoyed alone, and yet vibrant listening too, 
and also speaking without listening. The light is fading out 
becoming more a presence, more pronounced as it declines. 
It is as though something were moving away far up ahead, 
vanishing into the distance, or simply dispersing; 

perhaps it is the world, gone now just out of reach 

of eye and ear, of even the hand itself, the very air. 

The trees, now almost black, are outlined with faint yellow 
along the earth rim’s burning edge. As you move your head 
or change position, bright shards and streamings 

from the markings, portents, through the gathering depths 
and black wicker-work of branches -- space charged -- 


haunt your peripheral vision. Through the tree scraps so 
near 

you can see, around an occasional head of gold and 
sparkling light, 

the expanding dusk-aura, the depths 

and the gathering dark trenches. It is as though 

one heard a door closing far in the sunset. 

The sounds of the street are more pronounced with twilight 
and the silence of the air is more still and deep, 

the scent of the river seems to come from far 

and has a foreign, pensive, and melancholy feel. Anything 
that tells of time 

and distance brings melancholy with it at twilight; 

then distance is most penetrating, palpable; time most 
slowed, delayed. 

Then, these both, though uncanny, must be taken in with 
every breath, 

and the eye now, as though definitively surprised, more 
open, searching, 

takes into itself this startling, strange element, 

the dimension of afar: an unaccustomed language 

is given to the mind, whose words are subtly darkened. 
The people before me who, in a sense, are no longer 
people, 

seem to feel this as well: a kind of shiver goes through 
them, 

a change of key, a quieting. It is as though one had to stand 
motionless 

in a narrow spot while vast areas of longing, light- 
drenched, 

opened up around us on all sides. 

Yet the horizon remains merely the horizon of the earth. 
How many of our thoughts, even our hearing and seeing 
too, 

arise from this experience of space, our unsuspected 
awareness 


of the boundary, an open and reverberant source, 
holding light, moving with our moving, 
marked by our buildings, delineated by the hills. 
But in the evening the horizon becomes more subtle, 
darker, almost palpable, less definite, though still apparent 
to the eye. 
Light deepens and is a medium no longer merely carrying 
our thought but carrying itself as well, 
the visible evocation of distance, time, and death. 
The eye must now be open in an almost tactile way 
and becomes an organ more of feeling and reception 
than of projection and design. The world is denser 
and yet lightened by the shadows, space grows vastly 
distant 
and yet intimately near. The eye, responsive to an 
enigmatic presence 
now must hear and feel; the ear, called outward by the eye, 
must open to the world, which now is full of an almost 
imperceptible activity, silently choiring voices. 
The horizon, closer yet more sharply distant, 
is smaller and yet grand as with the grandeur 
of what is seen against the background of an ending. 
The world becomes a kind of living ruin: space and light, 
now both intimate, palpable, theatrically expanding, yet 
oppressive, 
thicken it and shatter it, they crowd it with a thousand 
spectral forms. 
Everything is an echo of something else, hinting 
of somewhere else and leading us 
to that place which, everywhere, is beckoning. 
Where? one asks, where? and Nowhere Here Beyond is the 
answer. 
But I know that to survive is all. 

And so the sky is beautiful 

tonight, 


and empty, a deep blue-violet, a hyacinth-like blue down 
toward the east 

where the end of light is lingering in yellow and faint 
green. 

The sky is beautiful. I walk out, looking always 

toward the depths of it, seeing how they go on so far. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 
Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 


of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 


students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 


it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but perhaps 
that's a good note to end on for now. 
But what were you trying to do in this poem in particular? 


Obviously it was influenced stylistically by Ashbery. But I 
think it is a bit more surreal. It is the second poem in a 
trilogy. I was reading Breton a lot when I wrote it. 
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